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	Babette

	“I had the most wonderful dream last night,” Emmaline said, “and now, I am no longer afraid to die.”

	Babette observed her warily. Emmaline lay propped up against her fat white pillows, her even whiter hair fluffed out like cotton wool around her face, her thin, crooked-fingered hands still wearing the worn wedding ring, holding the upper edge of the quilt. She was not looking at Babette. Babette swung her foot once or twice in an annoyed way, then stopped because it hurt, and because it tired her. She had so little energy.

	“Oh?” she said, smiling. “What did you dream about?”

	Emmaline raised one trembling hand and made a gesture which, had she been well, would have been sweeping. As it was, her hand moved an inch or two in each direction, then dropped back to hold the edge of the quilt again, as if a stranger who couldn’t quite be trusted not to try to touch her, were in the room.

	“I was in a beautiful house, a most beautiful house which was filled with people. All kinds of people, fine people, good people, and the son of the owner came up to me and welcomed me. Then he took me all through the house and introduced to me the other guests one by one. All of them gracious, all of them friendly, pleased to see me and to talk with me. It was a most lovely time.” She smiled, a little colour appearing in each cheek.

	Babette thought, those drugs, oh, those drugs, and she shook her head, just a little, barely perceptibly. Her thigh had begun to ache, and she waited, testing, to see if the pain would leave or if she would have to rise and drag herself downstairs, she thought of it as dragging herself, to the kitchen where her Brompton’s Cocktail, a combination of morphine and cocaine and god knew what else, waited in the fridge.

	They could hear someone mounting the stairs slowly, and Babette turned her head and Emmaline her eyes, to watch the open door. Ginny entered carrying a tray with a teapot, two teacups and saucers, a cream pitcher and a sugar bowl resting on it. She set it down carefully, without speaking, on the table between the two old ladies.

	“There,” she said. “I hope it’s not too strong.”

	Emmaline observed her daughter thoughtfully.

	“They served us … champagne, I think.
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